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Merope What then1?
Seems it lighter, my loss, If, perhaps, unpierced by the sword, My child lies in his jagg'd Sunless prison of rock, On the black wave borne to and fro 1
The Chorus.
Worse, far worse, if his friend, If the Arcadian within,
If------
Merope (uith a start) How say'st thou ? within ? .
The Chorus.
He in the guest-chamber now, Faithlessly murder'd his friend.
Merope.
Ye, too, ye, too, join to betray, then, Your Queen!
The Chorus. What is this 1